BARBARIAN STORIES

him a wicked man (as I think he was), catching him
by the arm and shaking him; my hands were covered
with clay from ditching and they made brown smears
on his sleeve. Then my father looked at me more
blackly than I had ever seen him, saying: 'Very well:
after this you shall not stay an hour longer in my
house. In the old days I could have sold you. By
God, I would have!'

I stared back at my father. I crossed my arms on
my chest and tried hard not to move a muscle, but
really I was deep down frightened and cold. The only
thing was that I suddenly noticed I was taller than
he was. That comforted me rather. 'Out with you,
young man!' he said again, quite quietly, and stuck
his chin out, I don't think I should have minded so
much if he had simply lost his temper. I couldn't help
looking once from him to my stepmother, and she
ran over, I will say that for her, and bade me ask his
pardon and begged him to forgive me. But I wouldn't
kneel! Besides, I knew it was no use when he looked
like that.

I turned and left the room. As I passed the dealer
he made a little sign to me with his hand. I went up
to my room and made a bundle out of my thick cloak
and two or three books, and then I went out. The
servants wished me luck. The head groom gave me
a little money and a strap for my bundle, and my step-
mother came running out with some cheese and a
whole cake. But all the same I was very nearly crying.
Then I went through the yard; I know I even patted
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